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cDear  reader,
I was  born,  in  the  words  of  the  poet,  by  the  side  of  the  bit-
ter  wave,  in  1806  on  September  17th,  in  Boulogne-sur-Mer  on
the  Channel  coast.  I  was  meant  to  be  a  seaman:  my  father,  a
deep-sea  captain  who  was  awarded  the  Légion  d’Honneur  by
the  Emperor  Napoleon,  descended  from  a  long  line  of  ﬁsh-
ermen  and  fully  intended  me  to  follow  in  his  wake.  But  my
heart  was  set  on  science.  Having  passed  my  Baccalaureate
in  Douai  in  1825,  I  went  to  study  medicine  in  Paris,  as  a  boy
from  the  provinces  with  no  support.
I  was  not  a  particularly  brilliant  student  and  came  back
home,  without  job  or  title,  on  my  father’s  death.  In  fact,  I
set  up  a  ﬂourishing  private  practice  in  my  native  city.  Sadly,
however,  just  2  years  after  we  were  married,  my  dearest
wife  died  in  childbirth.  My  mother-in-law,  convinced  that  it
was  my  fault  (I  had  performed  the  delivery.  .  .), conﬁscated
my  baby  son  and  set  about  spreading  such  malicious  rumors
that  my  patients  began  to  desert  me  in  droves.
After  a  second,  disastrous  but  short-lived  marriage,  I
made  my  way  back,  penniless,  to  Paris  in  1842.  I  was
attracted  to  the  idea  of  electropuncture,  a  technique  that
had  just  come  into  vogue  with  the  work  of  Franc¸ois Magendie
and  Jean-Baptiste  Sarlandière.  My  reception  in  Paris,  how-
ever,  was  lukewarm:  my  northern  accent  and  rather  brusque
manner  did  not  help.  The  hospital  physicians  tended  to  look
down  on  me  —– especially  the  ones  I  used  to  call  the  ‘‘kings’’
and  whom  I  believe  you  have  since  demoted  to  the  slightly
lower  rank  of  ‘‘mandarins’’.  I  made  a  living  as  a  physi-
cian  in  charity  hospitals  and  clinics  for  the  destitute.  As
I  had  not  been  able  to  qualify  in  any  particular  specialty,
I  devoted  myself  to  the  neurology  cases,  which  interested
me  greatly.  I  followed  them  up,  year  after  year,  from  one
department  to  the  next,  taking  biopsies  using  a  trocar  I
had  designed  myself,  trying  out  electropuncture  stimulation
on  them  and,  very  often,  making  a  photographic  record.
I  don’t  know  whether  you  realize  it,  but  I  was  a  pioneer
in  that  ﬁeld  from  whom  the  famous  Félix  Nadar,  who  was
in  fact  the  brother  of  my  photographic  assistant,  drew  his
inspiration.  The  collection  of  photographs  of  facial  expres-
sions  induced  by  electropuncture,  which  I  published  in  the
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letely  new  that  created  a  great  stir  in  both  the  scientiﬁc
nd  the  artistic  worlds.  I  was  able,  for  example,  to  dis-
inguish  a  forced  smile,  using  only  the  muscles  of  mouth,
rom  the  genuine  smile,  which  mobilizes  both  mouth  and
ye  muscles,  and  which  (I  am  happy  to  say)  is  still  named
or  me.  The  great  Darwin  had  his  own  copy  of  my  book,
nd  used  my  photographs  for  the  engravings  that  illustrate
he  seminal  Expression  of  Emotions  in  Man  and  Animals.  I
lso  described  a wide  range  of  pathologies  and  syndromes,
ut  my  disdain  for  what  you  call  the  referenced  scientiﬁc
iterature  meant  that  these  had  quite  often  already  been
escribed  elsewhere,  provoking  a  chorus  of  accusations  of
lagiarism  —– to  which  I  naturally  remained  impervious.  After
ll,  Charcot  was  honored  to  invite  me  to  the  Salpêtrière,
ntroducing  me  as  his  ‘‘master  in  neurology’’  no  less.  His
atients  all  knew  me  very  well,  fondly  calling  me  ‘‘the  little
ld  man  with  his  bag  of  tricks’’.  In  your  own  ﬁeld,  I  deter-
ined  lesion  location  with  respect  to  the  geniculate  nucleus
n  case  of  facial  palsy.  My  name,  however,  is  above  all  still
ssociated  to  a  series  of  myopathies,  which,  in  your  own  day,
re  still  a  focus  of  great  interest  in  that  recent  offshoot  of
edical  science  known  as  ‘‘genetics’’.
I  lifted  myself  out  of  poverty  by  my  own  efforts  and
et  up  house  on  the  Boulevard  des  Italiens.  There,  I
eceived  patients  without  regard  to  their  ability  to  pay.
he  poor  could  come  to  my  surgery  on  two  days  of
he  week,  and  I  not  seldom  treated  them  to  a  dose
f  ﬁnancial  assistance.  Other  rooms  were  made  over
o  my  photographic  laboratory.  An  excellent  wine-cellar
upplied  the  dinner-parties  to  which  the  tout  Paris  of
eurology  invited  itself  and  which  were  the  talk  of  the
own.
Toward  the  end  of  my  life,  the  rift  had  been  healed
ith  my  son,  who  was  a well-known  neurologist,  notably  for
is  work  on  poliomyelitis.  His  sudden  death  from  typhoid
ever  devastated  me,  and  I  went  into  a decline.  It  was  a
erebral  hemorrhage  —– which,  writing  with  my  good  hand, described  meticulously,  recording  the  successive  signs  as
hey  appeared  —– that  brought  my  life  to  an  end  on  Septem-
er  15th,  1875.
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∗Corresponding  author.igure  1  Duchenne  de  Boulogne  applying  electrostimulation
o a  patient’s  face.Editorial
A  word  about  my  name:  I was  obliged  to  tag  onto  it
he  name  of  my  place  of  birth  (‘‘de  Boulogne’’,  between
rackets),  so  as  not  to  be  mistaken  for  a  certain  celebrity
hysician  of  the  time,  much  sought  after  in  high  society,  and
ho  was  my  virtual  namesake.  With  the  passage  of  time,
he  brackets  have  disappeared  from  around  my  name  —–
nd  his  name  has,  simply,  disappeared.  Sic  transit  gloria
undi.
Guillaume  Benjamin  Duchenne  de  Boulogne  (Fig.  1).
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